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-L THE POWERS OF THE GREATEST 
MEN IN THE HISTORY OF THE WORLD 
HAVE BEEN GATHERED TOGETHER 
ANP PLACED IN THE HANDS OF THE 
80V P£ WT£C, BILLV BATSON. 

«HEN HE PRONOUNCES THE NAME OP 
E ANCIENT WIZARD, SHAZAM, HE 
BECOMES IN A FLASH Of 

LIGHTNING THE WOftSJPfc 
WSHTTKT MORTAL, 



When ewl is defeated 
anp justice again 
established, captain 
marvel repeats the 
magic word anp 
changes back to 
si llv once more ! 
so amazing is 

THIS CHANGE THAf 
MOST PEOPUT 
NEVER REALIZE 
WHAT HAS HAPPENS* 
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MCCORMICK SET 
A NATIONAL 
LEAGUE FIELDING 
RECORD FOR 
FIRST BACKERS 

WITH AAJ 
ALMOST PERFECT 
A VERA GE 
OF .999. 
HE ACCEPTED 
1,2.84- CHANCES 
UV/TH ONLY 
ONE ERROR. 




THE PHILLIES' 
FANCY FIELDER HOLDS 
NATIONAL LEAGUE HONORS 
FOR MOST DOUBLE PLAYS 
AT THE RECEPTION CORNER. 

M c CORMICKS RECORD — 153 
DOUBLE PLAYS IN 156 GAMES 





"^HERE'S ONE DISH THAT HAS 
A I.OOO AVERAGE IN MY LEAGUE," 
SAYS FRANK MCCORMICK, — ITS WHEATIES, 
'SREAKFAST OF CHAMPIONS.' A 31(5 BOWL 
OF THOSE WHOLE WHEAT FLAKES. WITH 
LOTS OF MILK AND FRUIT, MAKES A PERFECT 
BREAKFAST DISH. WHEATIES SEND 
ME OFF ALL. SET FOR ACTION" 




WITH MILK AMD FRUIT 
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HUMAN 

A Jon Jarl Adventure 
By Eando Binder 



THE tiny rocket ship of 
Lt. Jon Jarl of the Space 
Patrol »ped away from 
Earth at 1000 miles a sec- 
ond, its powerful motor 
droning like low thunder. 
Yet even at this stupendous 
velocity, it took him 60 
hours to reach the planet 
Neptune, for it was almost 
three billion miles from the 

An exploring expedition 
of five men had gone to Nep- 
tune's single moon a month 
before. Then - radio reports 
had suddenly ceased. Head- 
quarters had then given Lt. 
Jon Jarl the special commis- 
sion of trying to locate the 
missing party. Or learn what 
its fate had been. 

Neptune's moon was large, 
twice as large as Earth's 
moon. Jon slanted his ship 
down, expecting to find a 
frozen, bitter world. But to 
his surprise, he saw wide 
areas of green vegetation, 
and luxuriant forests, only 
lightly tufted with snow. No 
worse than Alaska on Earth. 
By all rights, so far from the 
sun, the world should have 
been frozen solid. 

Jon quickly found the an- 
swer. Here and there he saw 
huge live volcanoes, pouring 
out their sprays of lava and 
tremendous volumes of heat. 
It was the inner heat of the 
satellite's molten center that 
warmed the surface. 

Jon knew the approximate 
latitude and longitude at 
which the explorers had 
landed. Navigating to the 
spot, he noticed \i»hat seemed 
to be a small city amid the 
forests. That was surprise 
number two. No one had 
ever suspected that a civil- 
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ized race might be living on 
Neptune's moon. 

Landing his ship in a for- 
est clearing, Jon stepped out 
in his parka, finding the tem- 
perature not much below 
zero, and the air thin but 
breathable. He hiked through 
the forest toward the com- 
munity he had seen. Very 
likely it was the first thing 
the explorers had done too. 
What had happened to them 
at the alien city? Had the 
unknown race been hostile? 

A sound made }ft\ whirl, 
pulling his ray guns in a 
flash. Peering through the 
leaves was a man! Or was it 
a man? It was completely 
human in form, but wore 
only a girdle about its mid- 
dle. It had wild uncut hair 
down to its shoulders, and 
somehow, the eyes were 
fierce and untamed, like an 
animal's. 

Was it the native intelli- 
gent race of this world? Jon 
raised a hand in the peace 
gesture, and took one step 
forward, but the creature 
only growled. The next sec- 
ond it was gone, vanishing 
in the forest like a slinking 
wolf. 

Jon was puzzled. The crea- 
ture had been no more than 
a wild man, a beast in human 
form. Then who were the in- 
telligeru people living in the 
city? 

JON came close to the 
outlying sections of the 
small city. The buildings 
were of stone, built like 
domes. He cautiously ap- 
proached and a third over- 
whelming surprise hit him. 
For the "people" he saw were 
animals I They seemed to be a 



cross between a bear and an 
ape, walking upright, and 
clad in finely-woven cloth- 
ing. But they were shaggy 
and seemed totally out of 
place in a city. 

Jon lost count of surprises 
when next he saw one of the 
bear-people with a leash, 
and attached to the leash 
was a human form, grinning 
foolishly and prancing along 
quite like a dog with its 
master. 

"Some crazy world," Jon 
muttered to himself. "The 
leading citizens are civilized 
animals, and they use hu- 
man beings as pelt!" 

Jon was too occupied to 
notice the two bear-men who 
came up behind him, grab- 
bing his arms. He tried to 
pull his guns, but they 
adroitly snatched them 
away. As they hustled him 
along, Jon realized he had 
been picked up by some "po- 
licemen" of this world. No 
doubt they considered him a 
lost pet. 

"Now wait a minute," Jon 
remonstrated, "Let me ex- 
plain who I am and where 
I came from. Don't you un- 
derstand me at all?" 

The two bear-men grinned 
at each other, quite as if a 
talking . parrot had cackled 
something meaningless, and 
kept pulling him along. They 
brought him to a building 
with barred windows and 
thrust him inside. It was not 
a jail. It was a large cage! 

In the cage were a dozen 
others of human form. Seven 
of them were like the wild 
brutes of the forest, but the 
other five rushed at Jon in 
welcome joy. They were the 
missing explorers. 
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"Another Earthman!" one 
bearded man yelled, gripping 
his hand. 

"Professor Thorne?" Jon 
said to the leader of the 
men. "I'm Jon Jarl of the 
Space Patrol. I was sent to 
find you. I've found you all 
right — but what is this 
place?" 

"A dog-pound!" growled 
Thorne. "That's what it is. 
We're kept in here like a 
bunch of stray dogs till 
someone comes to claim us. 
Of all the silly, ridiculous, 
humiliating — " 

Jon could not help grin- 
ning, as Thorne went on 
angrily. He had expected to 
find them in great danger, 
perhaps dead. But here they 
were, locked up in a cage 
like vagrants. It was almost 
funny. 

The professor calmed 
down. "You see, on this 
world, the animals are the 
intelligent race. And the hu- 
mans are dumb brutes. As 
soon as we fell into their 
hands, the bear-people clap- 
ped us in here, assuming we 
were the same." 

"Have you tried to com- 
municate with them?" Jon 
asked. "They don't know our 
language, of course, but 
couldn't you draw picures or 
make signs or something, 
letting them know you're as 
intelligent as they are?" 

XHORNE threw up his 
m hands. "We tried till we 
were blue in the face. The 
keepers only smile at each 
other, as if amused by our 
semi-intelligent antics, and 
pat our heads soothingly, 
and then walk out. I tell 
you. Lieutenant, it's mad- 
dening! They rate us about 
like clever dogs." 

"It's quite a trap,'' Jon 
said, soberly. "And I'm in it 
too now. If we could only 
communicate with them — " 

"The worst of it is, this 
Mental Telepathy Machine 
isn't working." Thorne held 
up a small box with dials on 



it. "It's a new invention de- 
signed to translate any un- 
known language into 
thought waves, which are 
then converted into our lan- 
guage. And vice versa. If it 
were only working, it would 
translate our language into 
theirs. But the blasted thing 
won't give out a peep." 

Jon took the little box 
curiously, about to examine 
it, when suddenly shouts 
came from the street out- 
side. A bear-man keeper, 
outside their barred door, 
snatched up a weapon like 
a blunderbuss, and waited as 
if for attack. 

It was an attack. A wild, 
yelling horde of the forest- 
men swarmed into the city, 
armed with crude clubs, bat- 
tering dpwn their hated 
enemy, the bear-people. Jon 
saw the attack from the win- 
dow. Somehow, his sym- 
pathies were with the bear- 
people! Animals they might 
be, in outward form, but 
their minds were "human". 
Whereas the forest-men had 
human form, and the savage 
ruthless hearts of beasts. It 
was a queer reversal of 
things. 

The wave of attack swept 
close to the prison. Three 
forest-men attacked the cage 
keeper. Valiantly, he shot 
down two of them with his 
weapon, but the third forest- 
man brained him with his 
club, and ran on with a 
blood-curdling yell of tri- 
umph. 

Jon hung the Mental Te- 
lepathy Machine on his belt 
and leaped forward. The 
keeper's body had fallen 
against the bars. Jon reach- 
ed out, got his key-ring, and 
unlocked the door. "Come 
on." he yelled to the ex- 
plorers. "We're going to help 
these bear-people against 
the forest-brutes!" 

They had no weapons. But 
they had the skill and speed 
of Earthmen on a world of 
lighter gravity. Led by Jon. 
they smashed into a cluster 
of forest-men, delivering 



clean uppercuts ancf knock- 
out blows. 

Jon spied the leader of the 
forest-men — a giant wild 
brute with a knotted club- 
He was the one to get. 
Smashing a forest-man out 
of his way, Jon faced the 
brutal giant. The great club 
whistled and descended — at 
the spot Jon had vacated. 
Jon brought up his fist from 
the knees, and the giant 
crumpJed, out cold. 

The other wild men 
paused, startled. Then, see- 
ing their leader down, a 
moan went up from their 
ranks, and all the fight left 
them. Turning tail, they 
sped away for the forests 
from which they had swarm- 
ed. The raid was over. 

CRVERAL of the bear- 
people came up -and 
stared curiously at Jon and 
his companions. 

"Yes." said Jon. "We help- 
ed you fight the forest-men. 
We're civilized like you are 
— if you could only under- 

Jon gasped as a voice 
came back, in clear Earth 
language. "But we do un- 
derstand you! And now we 
see what a great mistake we 
have made. You are intelli- 
gent beings from another 
world, not wild forest 

It was then that Jon no- 
ticed his "voice" really came 
from the Mental Telepathy 
Machine, which Jon had 
hung on his belt before. Dur- 
ing the fight, it had some- 
how been shaken up violent- 
ly, and was now working! 

"I think' our troubles are 
over," Jon said to Thorne. 
"Unless I miss my guess, 
from now on we're going to 
be wined and dined by these 
bear-people, instead of being 
treated like dogs!" 

THE END 

Read next month's Cap- 
tain Marvel Adventures jor 
another adventure in the 
future with Jon Jarl! 



CAPTAIN MARVEL 




CAPTAIN MARVa 




CAPTAIN MARVEL 





GHOSS? 

WHO'S. THAT ? 
I PIDNT 
INVITE AWV- 
' BODV NAMEP 
SHOSS .' 



10, 



HOLY MO.IV: 
THEN THAT MEANS 
ME GHOSS WAS 
TUE I3TH UNIN- 
VITED GUEST .' 
HEY, MR.6HOSS. 
'EREAREYGU ' 
SOINGY 



XXJ SEE IM THE GHOST OF 
THIS HOUSE ! SO YEARS A&o 

the clirse struck Ml, for 

/ WAS THE J3TH GUEST ON 
FRIDAY THE 13 TH .' THE ONLY 
WAY r COULP FREE MYSELF FROM 
THE CURSE WAS TO WAIT UNTIL 
ANOTHER. &ATHERIN& OF 13 
(SUESrS ARRIVE? .' WHEN THAT 
HAPPENEP. J WOULP 8E FREE 
TO GO J 



BUT I HAP TO ELM/HATE 

THAT CROOK A 

BECAUSE YOU SEE, ^ 
CAPTAIN] MARVEL, COUNT- 
ING VOU, THERE WERE 
14 GUESTS IN n 
THE HOUSE .'/ 





CAPTAIN 
HEBE 5 MARVEL/ 

beinsin© you 

VOUE RESOLAR , 
CC3S M6SSA3S. 



mens ic f mm 
TW«arr,a*LSi 
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I Can Make YOU a New Man, Too, 
in Only 15 Minutes a Day! 



. If YOU, like Joe, have a body 
rs can "push around"— 
shamed to strip for apart? 

! dayf n rfl V pROVE B Vou 
ran have a body you'll be proud of, 
packed with red-blooded vitality! 
"Dynamic Tension." That's the 
secret! That's how I changed my- 
self from a spindle-shanked, scrawny 
"■csklinj; in winner of the title. 
"World's Most Perfectly Devel- 
oped Man." 

"Dynamic Tension" 
Does It! 

r Using "Dynamic Tension" only 
i day, in the privacy of 
juui uwii mom, you quickly begin 
to put on muscle, increase vnur 
rhest measurements, broaden 
hack, fill out your antca and legs 
Before you know itTttia 



Send NOW for this book- FREE. 
It tells all about "Dynamic Ten- 
>ion," shows you actual photos of 
men I've turned from puny weak- 
lings into Atlas Cham- 
pions. It tells how 
can do the same for 
YOU. Don't put 
it off! Address me 
personally: Charles 
Atlas, Dept. B27, . 
115 East 23rd St., 
K%w YorltlO, N.Y. 




WHAT /! H/T/ 
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COOd FUn ; It's a good old American custom; to relax.with the gang and 
enjoy a tempting Baby Ruth bar. The minute you bite into 
that chewy, delicious candy, you know it's the best you can buy. 

COOCl POOCl * You need lots of energy to keep up with the team. Baby Ruth 
candy is rich in dextrose, the sugar your body uses directly for 
energy . . . contains other vital ingredients, too. 

CURTiSS CANDY COMPANY ■ Producers o( Fine Foods I CHICAGO 13, ILL. 



